TRYST WITH UTKAL

The precious jewel on the East coast
With rich soil and greenish fields
Embedded with vast natural resources
Cynosure of all eyes, that was Utkal

The tranquil environs, people affable
Excelling in art, architecture and sculpture
Densely sprayed in finest dimensions
In transparent doses trancing the onlooker

Multi-lingual conglomerates and a fraternal lot
With proud past of navigation and valour
With a pinch of innocence and sluggishness
They were the makers of world class pagodas

The god-made Chilka water sheet enchanting
With its scenic beauty and marine wealth
Brooking the gateway to the golden triangle
With herds of fish-eagles flying across

The fisherfolk with their traditional nets
Scattering round the lagoons and canals
Trapping the mud crabs, the food delicious
Fish and prawn in larger quantities to relish

The Sun temple scintillating on Konark beach
With a lightning glow in daytime and twilight
In pulsating terrain tinted with primitive folk
Attracting the distant traveller like a magnet
With mesmerising look in cozy solitude
Stretching through the dates of historicity
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